All Aboard the Crazy Train 


Author: Scotchy 

Bands: Megadeth 
Characters: David Ellefson 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash, Het] 


Updated: Sat Jun 12 2004 19:45:59 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


N/A 


~Disclaimer: This is more weird shit that only happened in my head. It is fiction. | don't know David Ellefson or 


George Lynch and this was written only for entertainment purposes.~ 


| pull back from the table and let the waitress set my drink down in front of me. | don't normally go out by 
myself. | don't normally drink by myself either. Shit, | don't even drink anymore. Why the hell am | here then? 


Fuck, | have this problem. You see, I've been in this band for almost twenty years. Twenty of the best years 
of my life, and then ‘bam it's over. We still had at least another five or six years where we could have 
released albums and done small tours, certainly enough to maintain the lifestyle I'm accustomed to, but no, no, 


it all came crashing down on me two years ago. Dave hurt his hand, his precious hand. 
"This shit hurts! No, | can't fucking play anymore, it's over!" 


Whatever..| think his wife just cracked that pussy whip over his head, threatening divorce or whatever..so 
fucking what. He ruled the band with an iron fist, why can't he just tell her to shut up? And then, 
miraculously, by the sweet hands of god, he's healed. Huh? | think what really happened is that the wife got 
tired of his grumpy ass being at home all the time and told him to go get a fucking job. The power of prayer? 


No, it was the power of "I'll take half of everything you own". It takes a special person to tolerate that fucking, 
red-haired tyrant. | was that special person for almost twenty years and now that Mega is reforming, | am 
the piece of the puzzle that won't be fit back into place.. 


"Look Junior, I'm not up for parting with any of my royalty commissions. If | write it, lim getting paid for it. 
This ain't fucking Lennon and McCartney or McCartney and Lennon or however the fuck they're billing them 


now. 


Its not like | wanted fifty percent.just a small amount to insure a steady influx of money. Shit, I've got to 
protect my future somehow. Rock and roll doesn't come with a retirement plan you know. And with all the 
crazy shit | put up with from him too..like that crazy shit in Ireland! He almost got us killed! | ain't got no 
fucking Afflack to pay for the bodily harm those leprechauns had in store for us! So | told him to fuck off. | 
can't always be the nice guy, you know. Every interview | ever did, even now, | don't slag the guy, because | 
know who buttered my bread. And hopefully, maybe, just maybe, he'll reconsider. If not, I've got F5. I'm actually 
like the leader of this band. These guys look up to me. I'm not ‘Junior’ there, I'm David. No one's patting me on 
the head saying "good job little fella’. I'm telling them if it's shit or not. Even so, | hate to admit that part of 
me still yearns to be with the General, a small part of me, and | can't handle listening to that part talk 
anymore. So I'm here to quiet that part of my brain. 


"Hey Junior, what's up?" 

"Hey Serena" 

| didn't notice her come into the bar. If | had, | would have run the other way. Like | really want her running 
back to Dave, telling him | was here drowning my sorrows. | sip my drink and smile. Maybe she'll just go away. 
"Do you mind if | sit down?" 

"No, go ahead." 


Shit, why do | have to always be so fucking nice? | don't want to sit in a bar with Dave's fucking whore..his 
fucking mistress. 


The waitress comes to take her order and of course she's getting one of those stupid chick drinks, one that 
comes with those fucking little umbrellas. 


"So, what are you doing in town?" | ask, hoping that the one topic we have in common won't come up. 
"Business." 


Oh yeah, that's the euphemism for "screwing Dave". I'm surprised he's even been able to keep her around. | 


think she gets a new car or something like that every time she comes to town..but of course he's the one 


who gets the dollar sign every time one of our songs or videos is played. 

"So, how's business?" 

The waitress sets her drink down in front of her and she fiddles with the napkin underneath it. 
"Its good. It could be better, but-eh," she replies, twirling a swizzle stick in her glass. 

"Oh yeah, what's going on?" 

"No, it's nothing | want to talk about. I'm here to forget about it." 

"Yeah, | know what you mean" 

"So, how's Dave?" she asks me, dumping the little umbrellas from her glass. 

"Huh?" 

She looks at me, pursing her lips together, sucking the fruit juice off them. Then her eyebrow cocks up. 
"How's Dave?" she asks again. 

"Shit, | don't know. You would know better than me." 

She leans in closer. 

"Did y'all get into a fight or something?" 

Boy, this bitch is stupid.or maybe she just really doesn't know. Well, I'm not going there. 

"Let's just say I'm here to forget about it" 


She rests her chin into the palm of her hand. "Okay Junior. | won't talk about "The King" if you don't talk about 
"The King". 


We sit there in silence for a moment, watching people go by and then | have to ask her. 
If you're not here to see Dave, what are you doing in town?" 
"| have another friend | come to visit." 


"Someone in Tempe?" 


"No, Phoenix." 


| scan my brain, scrolling down the list of musicians | know in Arizona. can't think of who she must be 


referring to. 

She smiles at me. "Can you keep a secret?" 

| nod. This is crazy. If Dave had any idea she was balling someone else, he would beat the shit out of her. 
"Let's make this a game, alright?" 

"Okay." 

"Let's see how many hints | have to give before you can guess." 

| sip my drink and nod. Why not, what else have | got to do? 

"He used to be a part of a mob..." 

| choke on my drink, "He used to be in the mob?!" 

"No, no, he used to be in a mob." 

| shake my head. "I don't know." 

"He gives me ‘Wicked Sensations’.” 

"No, that's not ringing any bells." 

She sighs. "He's a Dream Warrior." 

"What the fuck? A dream warrior? Are you banging a musician or a fucking super hero?" 
"Well," she smiles, twirling a straw in her glass, "sometimes he's a fucking super hero in bed." 


| can't imagine who the hell she's talking about. None of this even sounds vaguely familiar to me. | take another 


swig, staring at her when George Lynch walks up behind her. Duh! I'm so stupid. Now, | know who she was 


fucking talking about. 
"Hey, what's up man?" he says, drawing an arm over her shoulder. 


This is not the George Lynch | remember from the 80's. | remember he used to have some really fucked up 
dye job or something..sort of like "The Skunk Guy" Dave and | used to terrorize back in the day, except his was 


horizontal instead of vertical. He looks better now, older, but better, even though he kind of looks like he has a 
painted on tan. 


"| didn't know you lived in Phoenix," | say as he moves in between mine and Serena's bar stools. 

"Oh yeah, for almost ten years now." He motions for the waitress to come our way. "How's Megadeth?" 
| didn't want to talk about this shit, and yet here it is, just hitting me in the face. 

"Uh-| guess it's alright 

He orders a scotch and soda and then motions for the waitress to bring Serena and me another round. 


"You know, | really thought you were going to jump into that Metallica opening. | would think even James 


Hetfield would be easier to deal with than Mustaine." 

"He is way easier to deal with..he's a pussycat," Serena purrs. 

We both stop and look at her. 

"What?" 

"You're such a slut," Lynch remarks, sliding his hand up her thigh. 
"Yeah, well, it takes one to know one." 


| can tell by their chemistry that they've been at this for a while. It's pretty funny. I'm starting to have a 


weird feeling of respect for Serena; she obviously keeps her options open. That's what | should have done. 

"So, what's Dokken up to?" 

"Don?" 

"Uh, no, the band." 

‘Oh, well we might be doing some sort of reunion tour in Europe. We still draw a pretty big crowd over there." 


I'm thinking, yeah, who doesn't? Megadeth could be over there right now selling out arenas and shit..but | won't 
be doing any of that this summer..Fuck! 


"m also doing my own thing with Jeff." 


"Pilson?" 


"Yeah, the Pilson-Lynch project" 


Serena starts giggling, almost choking on her drink. | notice Lynch cast his dark eyes to her. | sense some 


tension. 
"What's so funny?" | ask, wanting the scoop. 
"I got my own Pilson-Lynch project that I've been working on too," she laughs. 


George coughs and looks away. I'm guessing they've both had their time with her. I'm starting to wonder who 


hasn't. 


We sit and shoot the shit for awhile. | finally mention F5 and that l'm no longer welcome at the Megadeth 


camp. 
"Wow, | never thought that would happen," Serena mentions. "| thought you and | were the only people walking 
this earth who could tolerate being fucked by Dave." She rolls her eyes. "Oh, excuse me..and his cunt of a 
wife..." 

| notice one of Lynch's eyebrows twitch while he's looking at me. | wonder what's up with that. 


"At least you get paid for it, "I add. 


She can't come up with a response for that. It's true. She probably made more money off Dave than | did, and 


she got dimer and foreplay too. | just got fucked, over and over again 

"Hey man, we were thinking about going back to my place. You want to come over and jam a little bit?" 

"Eh, | don't have my bass with me~" 

"That's alright. I've still got Pilsor’s rig in my studio. He'd be fucking honored you touched it: 

Why not? What else am | going to do? It might actually be fun 

So we end up in a pretty nice neighborhood up north. Lynch's house is about half the size of Mustaine's but 
its stil bigger than mine..probably because he does all those guitar clinics. You can make pretty good money 


doing that. Unfortunately for me, bass clinics aren't as hot a ticket. 


"Yeah, he's a little taller than you," George says, lighting a cigarette as | look at the guitar that's slung to my 
knees. | can bounce the bottom end and play with my balls at the same time. 


"| didn't think he was that tall." 


"He's not," Serena adds. "Trust me Honey; he's got nothing on you." 


George smiles, a stream of smoke curling up from his lips. There goes that twitch again. That's going to bother 


me if he keeps doing that. Must be all the coke he used to do.. 

"What do you want to play?" | ask, sitting down and adjusting the guitar on my lap. 

Serena smiles, "How about ‘Crazy Train?" 

George starts laughing. | don't know what's so fucking funny. This guy is starting to weird me out. 


| do the first couple of bars on my bass, or should | say, Jeff Pilson's bass, and then George jumps in. We 
sound pretty good even without a drummer. Shit, we don't need one. It's Lynch and Ellefson, | mean, Ellefson 


and Lynch. I'm taking top billing for this. Fuck Mustaine and fuck Pilson while you're at it. 


We're going along and the song is normally about three minutes long, but we're stretching it out for what 
seems like forever. He's getting sweaty. His head's bent over and | can see perspiration dripping off the tip of 
his nose. It's fucking hot. Shit, is there even an air conditioning vent in here? 


Then Serena moves up behind me and starts rubbing her hands on my chest. | look over my shoulder at her 
and thats when she grabs my face and kisses me. | fuck up a little, but George is still driving his end like a 
speeding sports car, throwing an arpeggio here and there. Fuck he's good, and so is Serena Her hands are now 
down behind the bass, grabbing me, trying to wedge into the waistband of my pants. Her teeth are nibbling my 
neck, my ear, my cheek. Then she pretty much just takes the guitar from me. 


"Do you know how long I've wanted to do this?" she asks, straddling me and the chair. 


Now, | can't answer that. I've seen her look at me a couple of times like she was nauseous or something, but | 
didn't think she was harboring lustful thoughts. Usually if a girl likes Dave, she doesn't like me. We're just two 
different kinds of people. That's what used to make us so compatible. 


| don't notice that George is still in the room until he does a "Hey Sexy" whistle sound on his guitar when 
Serena takes my shirt off. She throws it to the floor on top of the bass and then | just cut loose. Yeah, | want 
to fuck her. It's the closest thing | can get to taking something from Dave, but then again, apparently, 


everyone is taking this something from Dave... 


| pull her top off and bite into the two swells that appear over the cups of her white lace bra She's running 
her fingers through my hair. | know there's not much of it left. I'm still trying to grow it back after | went 
through my "Gap model" phase, but there's enough for her to pull. 


Okay, what's this? George is standing behind her, unhooking the bra. Oh..we're going to do a little three-way 
action. Alright, l'm alright with this. I've had sex with other people in the room. This really isn't any different 


as long as he doesn't touch me..but then he does. | feel his hands go in between me and Serena, first pinching 
her nipples and then pinching mine. Uh..okay..shit, that wasn't so bad. 


"Lets get those pants off," Serena breathes. 


She rises from my lap, backing up against Lynch, who reaches under her skirt and takes down her g-string. 
He's kneeling behind her as he gets them down, massaging her cheeks, kneading them like dough. | stand so she 
can get my jeans off but she starts kissing me again. Her body's trembling and her nails are digging into my 


shoulders. | notice my pants are coming down but her hands are still where they were..on my shoulders. 


| look down the best | can with Serena locked onto my mouth and see Lynch helping me step out of the jeans. 
Is he the slut's little helper, or what? This is kind of freaky. As long as he doesn't touch my...ch shit, 


someone's stroking me, kind of like the way I've seen him hold his whammy bar. | glance down, gulp, oh..shit! 


Serena knocks his hand out of the way and then takes a hold of me. Whew, those calluses were kind of 
bothering me, but she's got the rhythm all wrong. Only a musician knows what a musician needs and there's 
just a certain pace you gotta use..maybe it has something to do with the fact that he's a guy too? No..don't 
go there. I've made it this far without having that trip down Kink Lane..but here | am, and | feel him standing 
behind me now. | feel the scratch of denim against the back of my thighs. Serena moves from my mouth to 
his and they're kissing over my shoulder. I'm pressed in between them as they try to get closer to each 
other. | have two breasts flattened against my chest and something hard and needy poking my ass.. 


| try to slip away but they both have a hold of me. Serena moves to my mouth again and it tastes slightly 
different than it did the last time | kissed her. I'm not going to think about why..guy germs... | notice now that 


the denim which was against the back of my legs is no longer there. 

"Let's go to my bedroom," Lynch remarks, heading out the door and into the hall 

Smiling, Serena takes my hand and leads the way. 

"What are you getting me into?" | whisper. 

"Don't worry, he just likes to watch. That's it. | promise." 

| wonder if this is like the time she promised Dave she wouldn't go far in his car and then she drove it all the 
way to Texas just because she wanted some real Mexican food. | don't know. | don't really trust her, but my 
only other option is to put my clothes back on and leave and | don't want to do that. 

When we get to Lynch's bedroom, the room is decorated in blacks with a few animal print pillows and throws 
here and there. Its pretty cool. The bed is king size and the black sheets are already rumpled at the foot of it. 
George is taking his shirt off in the corner, the orange light of a lamp casting over his chiseled stomach and 


chest. Man, | need to work out. Dude is cut. l'm like jello next to him. He turns around and drops into an 


overstuffed armchair, flings his leq over the side and lights another cigarette. 


Okay, maybe Selena is telling the truth. He looks like he's settled in for the afternoon matinee. I'm still being 
dragged around by the hand and then we get to the end of the bed. She sits down and scoots up to the top of 


it, wrapping her hands in the wrought iron slats. 
"Come show me what I've been missing," she purrs. 


| get on my hands and knees and crawl up, stopping where her legs meet her torso and start biting on the 
inside of her thighs. She squirms and giggles and | hear a zipper coming down in my right ear. What the? 


| turn to see that Selena has Lynch's cock in her hand, pumping it softly. I'm still okay. No one's really violating 


my personal space. | can eat comfortably, knowing where he's at. 


Did you know Dave likes sushi? | do too. l'm not saying l'm tasting something like fish. | just thought | would 
mention that | like sushi because some types taste like pussy. | like pussy. It usually tastes good, some times it 
doesn't, but, thankfully, this one does. If Dave and | ever hang out and eat sushi again, I'm going to have to let 
it slip that Serena kind of reminds me of scallops. 


"Oh Junior..that's so good; let me taste you now." 


Great! I've been hoping someone, | mean Serena, would do me the fucking honors. | lift up and roll myself to my 
back and scoot up next to her. She bends over me, her hair falling in wisps over my stomach and thighs like a 
golden shredded curtain. | part it to watch her lips encircling my cock, moving up and down. Quickly | check 
Lynch and see he's sitting on the side of the bed, behind her. He starts running his hands up along her spine 
and then down over the round of her ass. Sometimes | see him move it further down like he's playing with her 
snatch. It's exciting, even though he keeps staring at me and that weird eyebrow twitch happens again Is he 
fucking winking at me? No. Lynch is not really a fag is he? | know Pilson is kind of a dork and stuff, but George 
has always seemed so cool. Out of the two, | would have pegged Pilson as the penis pilferer..Hal Pilson the penis 
pilferer! Ha hal Fuck I'm funny! But it's not funny that Lynch is staring at me right now, like a top notch deli 
tray after a two hour show. Shit. | think | would rather be doing this three-way with Pilson, even though that 
red fucking hair bothers the shit out of me. Yeah, say it. | know. Dave has red hair, duh. 


When Lynch bends his head behind Serena and starts eating her out, it makes everything she's doing with her 
tongue that much better. | could come so easily now. | got to think of something or the party is crashed. 
Uh...think..think-royalties..sushi..sky-diving..Dave, that fucking prick. Yeah, that's going to keep me from tipping 
over the edge. Dave's such a fucking prick. 


Next thing | know, Serena is rising up and straddling my hips. Then I'm inside her. Whoa, she must do some 
kegels or something. Now | know why Dave's so hot for this chick She doesn't feel like a girl who's been 
banging the whole musician population in the Mountain and Pacific Time zones, shit. Okay, Dave is a prick. Dave 


is a prick. What is Lynch doing? He gets on his knees on top of the bed and moves our way. 


"What about mine, Serena?" 


"What about yours?" she smiles. 
Then they both look at me. What? What? Why are they both looking at me? 


Serena bends down and pushes her tongue into my mouth and then rolls us so that she is on the bottom and | 


am on the top. Fuck, my ass is in the air. | try to roll back the other way. 
| bet Dave the fucking prick has been teaching this bitch some martial arts moves. | can't get her back over. 
"All aboard the crazy trainl!" she yells. 


OH FUCK! 


